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hard work and high thinking would bring content-
ment and peace. It was to be for them a new earth
and a new heaven. The very constellations of the
northern hemisphere must have seemed tame and
uninteresting as their minds dwelt on the glory of
the "Southern Cross", shining over their land of
heart's desire. They were only a little over twenty
years of age.

Until mother's death in the spring of 1933, some
remnant of the romance and enthusiasm of those
wonderful anticipatory days still remained with
them both. The "Southern Cross" still held for
them a thrill, as it might thrill us younger ones if
only it was a sort of "Southern Belle" or "Blue
Train" speeding to some surer if nearer heaven
like Mentone, Naples, or Sicily.

With father the romance lingers still, reminding
him of days when he and she faced a hard and
pitiless world with little more than stout hearts
and the will to achieve happiness and peace. As
things turned out, they never did achieve peace,
but of happiness that goes with comradeship in
great and noble work they had their full share.

Alas that grim reality should always follow the
fairest dreams! "Heaven," as father is fond of
quoting "is here or nowhere," yet their dreams were
not easily shattered, and survived many premonitory
shocks as they journeyed to the fabled shore.

The first break in the journey was made at
Plymouth and the night was spent in a Plymouth
lodging house. Sleep being out of the question,